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CCLVIIL

CANNES, January 3, 1863.

DEAR friend, I began the year badly in
my bed with painful lumbago. This is what
one earns in these beautiful climates where,
as long as,the sun is on the horizon, one may
imagine one's self in summer, but immedi-
ately after sunset comes a quarter of an
hour of humid cold which penetrates the
marrow of one's bones. It is as in Rome,
with the exception that here one gets rheu-
matism and there fever. My back regained
some of its elasticity to-day.

You are wrong not to read" Salammbo."
It is true that it is perfectly crazy, but after
all there is a great deal of talent in it.
Good-by; do not forget me.

CCLIX.

CANNES, January 28,  1863.
DEAR friend,  I was preparing to go to
Paris, when I had a new attack of spasms in
the stomach.    The physician tells me that if
I return to Paris before being entirely cured,
15 it is hateful, and the book has made
